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With weed of the earls: nowise of life reck'd he:
Needs must his war-byrny, braided by hands,
Wide, many-colour'd by cunning, the sound seek,
E'en that which his bone-coffer knew how to ward,
So that the war-grip his heart ne'er a while,
The  foe-snatch   of the  wrathful  his life   ne'er

should scathe;

Therewith the white war-helm warded his head,
E'en that which should mingle with ground of

the mere,
And  seek  the  sound-welter, with  treasure be-

worthy'd,                                                uso

All girt with the lordly chains, as in days gone by
The weapon-smith wrought it most wondrously

done,

Beset with the swine-shapes, so that sithence
The brand or the battle-blades never might bite it.
Nor forsooth was that littlest of all of his main-
stays,
Which to him in his need lent the spokesman of

Hrothgar,
E'en the battle-sword hafted that had to name

Hrunting,

That in fore days was one of the treasures of old,
The edges of iron'with the poison twigs o'er-stain'd,
With battle-sweat hardened; in the brunt never

fail'd he                                                  H60